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Mr. B E AR D. 


SI R, 

T is with great pleaſure I embrace this op- 
portunity to acknowledge the favours 
have received frem you, Among others, L 
would mention in particular, the warmth with 
which you eſpouſed this piece in its paſlage 
to the ſtage ; but I am afraid it would be 
thought a compliment to your good natuie, 

too much at the expence of your judgment. 


If what I now venture to lay before the 
public is conſidered merely as a piece of dra- 
matic writing, it will eertainly be found to 
have very little merit: in that lighi no one can 
think more indifferently of it than I do my- 
ſelf ; but I believe 1 may venture to affert, 
on-your opinion, that ſome of the ſongs are 
tolerable ; that the muſic is more pleaſing than 
has hitherto appeared in compoſitions of this 
kind; and the words better adapted, conſi- 
dering the nature of the airs, which are not 
common ballads, than could be expected, 
ſuppoſing any degree of poetry to be preſer- 
ved in the verſification. 


: 


More than this few people expect in an 


Opera; and if ſome of the ſeverer critics 


ſhould be inclined to blame your indulgence 
to one of the firſt attempts of a young writer, 
Iam perſuaded the public in gene. al will ap- 


4 5 plaug 


vi DEDICATION. 


plaud your endeavour to provide them with 
lomething new, in a ſpecies of entertainment 
in which the performers at your Theatre ſo 
eminently excel. 


You may perceive, Sir, that I yield a 
punctual obſervance to the injunctions you 
laid upon me, when I threatened you with 
this addreſs, and make it rather a preface than 
a dedication; and yet I muſt confeſs I can 
hardly reconcile thoſe formalities which ren- 
der it indelicate to pay praiſes where all the 
world allows them to be due ; nor can I ea- 
ſily conceive why a man ſhould be ſo ſtudious 
to deſerve what he does not defire ; but ſince 
you will not allow me to offer any panegyric 
to you, I muſt baſten to beſtow one upon my- 
ſelf, and let the public know (which was my 
chief deſign” in this introduction) that I have 
the happineſs to be, | 


8 IR, 
Your moſt obliged, 


and moſt obedient ſervant, 


The AUTHOR. 
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- Perkays of the Drama, 


| _ 
I _ At Drury-Lane Theatre. - 
[ Sir William Moos, DS Mr. Aickin. 
c Young Meadows, - - Mr. Barrymore. 
' ice Woodcock, + - Mr. Waldron, 
! lawthorn, - = Mr. Chapman, 
0 ein, = = - Mr. Williams, 
Hodge, - . Mr. Moody. 
Roſſetta, - 2 — M/s George. 
| ucinda - Mi}; Wheele. 
| Mr:. D-borah Woodcock, MM. Love. 
Margery, + „Je. Wrighten. 
, | At Covent-Garden Theatre. 
Sr William Meadows, Mr. Fearon, 
; Young Meadows, - r. Brett. 
Juſtice M oodcock, - - Mr. Quick. 
| Hawthorn, - - Mr. Reinold. 
Euſtace, 1 - Mr. Davies. 
Hoc ge, 8 - Mr Doyle. 
Roſſetta F Mr.. Joh nſton. 
Lucinda, — — Mrs: Moreton.” : 
Mrs. Deborah Woodcock -M. Pitt. 
f Margery, 8 Vr. Wilſon. 
a » 
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Country Men and Womea, Servants, St. r 
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ACT. I. 


SCENE, A garden with flatues, fountains, and flowcr- 
pots, Several arbow's appear inthe fide fren : Roſetta 
end Lucinda are d&i/cover:d at work, ſtated non twe 
garden chairs, 
ATR I. 


Roſletta. H OPE! thou nur/e of young defire, 
Fairy promiſer of je 
* Painted vapour, glou-worm fire, 
Temp rate ſ<rert, that ne'er can coy - 
Lucinda Hie! thou earneſt of d. Iigbt 
Seſtel ſcotber of the mind; 
Bal y cordial, profpet bright, 
Suren friend ihe wretched find : 


Both Kind decei ver, flaiter fill, 
| Deal out p.eajures unpeſſeſt ; 
With t'y dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


Lac. Hei R fetta? 
Ro/. Well, child, what do you ſay ? 
Lac. Tis a deviliſh thing to live in a village an hun- 
gred miles from the capital, with 2 prepoſterous gouty 
father, and aſuperannuated maiden aunt—l am heartily 
fick of wy ſituation, | | | 
Roſ. And with reaſon—Bot tis in a great meaſure 
your own fault: here is this Mr, Euffacr, à man of cha- 
racter and family; he likes you, you like him; you 
know one anocth-r's minds, and yet you will not reſolve 
to make yourſelf happy with him, 
; AIR II. 
Whence can you inherit 


So fla a ſpirit ? 


Ci. 4 
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Confin'd thus and chain'd to a log 
Now fondled, nm chid, 
Permitted, forbid ; 

"Tis leading e life of a dog. 

For ſhame, you a lever ! 
More firmneſi diſcover ; 

Tate courage, nor here longer moe; 

| Refill and be free, 

Run riot like me, 

Aud, to per feet the pictree, cope. 

Luc. And this is your advice? 

Ref. Poſitively. 

Luc, Here's my hand; poſitively I'll follow it.—1 
have already ſent to my gentleman, who is now in the 
country, to let him know he may come hither this day; 
we will make uſe of the opportunity to ſettle all preli- 
minaries—And then But take notice, whenever we 
decamp, you march off along with us. 

Rof. Oh l madam, your ſervant; I have no inclina- 
tion to be left behind, I aſſure-you—But you fay you 
got acquainted with this ſpark, while you were with 
your mother during her laſt illneſs at Bazh, ſo that your 
father has never ſeen him? 

Luc, Never in his life, my dear; and I am confident 
he entertains not the leaſt ſuſpicion of my having any 
ſach connection; my aunt, indeed, has her doubts and 
furmiſes ; but, beſides that my father will not allow any 
one to be wiſer than himſelf, it is an eſtabliſhed maxim 
between theſe affectionate relations, never to agree in 
any thing. | | 

Reſ. Except being abſurd ; you muſt allow they ſym- 
Pathize perſectly in tha. But now we are on the 
ſubject, I defire to know what 1 am to do with this wick - 
ed old juſtice of peace, this libidinous father of yours ? 


He follows me about the houſe like a tame goat. 


L:c. Nay, I'll aſfure you he has been a wag in his 
time you Muſt have a care of yourſelf. - | 
Ro/. Wretched me ! to fall in ſuch hands, who have 
been juſt falltid to run away from my pa cnts to avoid 
an odious Mharriagec You ſmile at that now); and 
I know you think me whimfical, as you have often told 
me; but yog muſt excuſe my being a liztle over deli- 


AIR 


Sate in this particular. 


* trades wager „„ 


maid 
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My h-art's my con, my wwil is frees 
And /o Hall be my voice; 
No morial m n ſhall wed with me, 


Till fru he's made my cb ite. 


Le; farents rule, cry watnre's law; 
And chi dren li i obey; 
And i: thrre then no ſaving clauſe, 
Ag ain] tyrannic ſway Pf 
Luc, Well, but my dear mad g 
RA. Linda, don't talk to we — Was your father to 
BO io Longer, meet there by accident with an old fellow 
as Wong headed as himſe f; and in à fit of abſuid ſriend- 
ſh p agree to warry you to that old fellow's fon, whoin 
you had never ſeen, without conſulting your inclina- 


tions, or allowing you a negative, in caſe he thould not 


prove #greeable | 
Lac. Why, I ſhould ttb ink it a little hard, I confeſs 
—yet, when I ſee you in the character of a chamber- 


it is the only character, my dear, in which I 
could hope to lie concealed ;. and 1 can tell you 1 was 
redured to the laſt extremity, when, in conſequence of 
our old boarding ſchool friendſhip, I applied to you to 
receive me in this capacity; for we expected the parties 
the very next week ? | 


Laer. But had not you a meſfige from your intendel 


ſpouſe, to let you know he was as little inclined to fuch 


ill concerted nuptials as you were ? 


Re. More than fo; be wrote to adviſe me, by all 


125 mgans, to contrive ſome method of breaking them off, 
| for be had rather return to his dear fludies at Oxford 
and after that, what hopes could 1 have of being hap - 


Py with him ? 

Luc. Then you are not at all uneaſy at the ſtrange 
10ut you muſt have occaſioned at home? I warrant, du- 
ring this month that you have been abſent ——— 

Roſe Oh! don't mention it, my dear I have had fo 
many admirers ſince I commenced Abigall, that 1 am 
quite charmed with my ſituation— But 5614, Who flalks 
vonder in the yard, that the dogs are ſo glad to ſee? 
Luc. Daddy Hawthorn, as I live! He ᷣ come to pay 
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my father a viſit; and never more luckily, for he al- 
ways forces him abroad. By the way, what will you do 
with yourſelf while Iſtep 1ato the houſe to ſee after my 
tsuſty meſſenger, Hovge ? 

Ry. No matter, Int down in that arboer and 
liden to the fingiong of the birds; you know I am tond 
of melanc noly amuſ. ments. 

Luc. S's it ſeems, indeed; ſare, Niſetta, none of 
your admiiers have power to touch your heart; you are 
not in love, I hope! 

Roſe. In love! that's pleaſant ; who do you ſuppole [ 
ſhuud be in love with, pray? 

Luc. Why, kt me ice Waat do you think of Tho- 
tna, vui gardener? There he is, at the ocher end of che 
wa.k lie's a pretty young man, and the ſervants ay 
uc's elwayo M titing veiles on you. 

No). laaecd, Lucinda, you are very hilly. 

Luc. ludeed, & Heita, that bluſh makes you look 
voi Lend lone. | | 

Ro). lnwili! J am ſure 1 don't bluſh! 

Lac. ila, ba; ha?! 

, Vihew, Lucinda, how can you be fo ridiculous ? 

Luc Well, don't be angry, and 1 have done But 
ſoppoſe you did like him, how could you beip yourtelf > 


AR IV. 


Wl en once Lowe's ſabile po'jon gair's 
A paſſage to ih fema e breaſt, 
Like lightning rujkting thro: gh the Veins, | 
Each wifi, and, and ev'ry thought poſſeſt.- . 
To heal the pangs cur minds tnaure, 
Reaſon in vin its ſhrill applies, 
Ny,ught can afford the hea t a cure 
Lut what 14 pieofing to the yet. 


Enter Young Meadows. 


Y. Mead. Let ine ſee — on the fiticenth of Fox, at 
heli eu Hou peli five iu the aiorning |#«ki'g 0-4 a pocket 
bel eit my father“ buulc, unkuowu to ally one, Nav: 


4 4 wave tree with à coat and jacket OL Uur gerdene. s, 


b ch ute ue, by way Gf @ dig ulſe; 10 14% MY 


| punk bones, abd chance Uitihing wie ty this viilage, 


Cu e wil oil UN Lug leis un a PLUCUIS & FECOM 
mendation 


* 
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mendation to the worſhipful Juſtice Nodcoct, to be the 
ſuperintendant of his pumkins and cabbages, becauſe 1 
would let my father ſee I choſe to run any lengths rather 
than ſubmit to what his obſtinacy would have me, 
2 marriage againſt my inclination, with a woman I ne- 
ver law. | Puts up the bock and takes a watering-pot.] 
Here I have been three weeks, and in that time I am as 
much altered as if Þ had changed my nature with my 
habit. Sdeath, to fall in love with a chamber maid! 
And yet, if I could forges that I am the ſon and heir of 
Sir William Mradows ——But that's impoſible, 


AIR V. 


O! bad Bren by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
I fair Roſſetta'» fight to feed 
" - My ſheep upon the plain; 
What bliſi had 1 bien born to tale, 
Which now I ner muſt know ? 
Te envious four! auby have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot Jo low. 


Hah !-who was it | had a glimpſe of as I paſt by that 
arbour! Was it not ſhe ſat reading there! The trembling 
of my heart tells me my eyes were not miſtaken, Here 


ſhe comes. 
| Young Meadows, Roſſetta. 0 

NRaſ. Lu ia la was certainly in the right of it, and yet 
I bluſh to own my weakneſs even to myſelf.Matry 
Rang the fellow for not being a gentleman. - 

Y. Mead. I am determin'd | won't ſpeak to her [eru- 
i-g 1% 4 r0fe tree and plucking the 2 Now or never 
is the time to conquer myſelf; beſides I have ſome 
reaſon to believe the girl hath no averſion to me; and, 
as | wiſh not to do her an injury, it would be cruel to 
fill her head with notions of what can never happen [Hum 
a ture.) Pſhaw! rot theſe roſes how they priek one's 
fingers | : 1 

Ro/. He takes no notice of me; but ſo much the bet- 
ter, I'll be as indifferent as he is. I am ſure the poor 

lad likes me; and if I was to give him any encourage- 
ment, | ſuppoſe the next thing he talked of, would be 
buying a ring. and being aſked in church Oh dear 


pride, 1 thank you for that thought, | 


7. Mead. 
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Y. Mead. Hah, going without a Word! a look! I 
can't bear that Mrs. Reſſetta, J am gathering a few roſes 
here, if you pleaſe to take them in with you, 

Ro. Thank you, Mr. Thoma, but all my lady's 
flower pots are full, 

Y. Mead. Will you accept of them yourſelf, then ? 
[catching hold of ber.] What's the matter, you look as if 
you were angry with me, 

Re/. Pray let go my hand. | 

*. Mead. Nay, pr'ythee, why is this; you ſhan't go, 
| have ſomething to ſay to you, ; 

Re. Well, but J muſt go, I will go; I defire Mr. 
797m. ne © 


N VI. 


Gentle youth, ab, tell wa v, 
Stili you force tue thas to f 
Ce ſe, ch ceale to perſevere, 
Speak net uh. I muſt not hear; 
To my heart itt eaſe reflore, 

Go, and never fee me more. 


2. Mead, This girl is a riddle—That ſhe loves me, I 
think there is no room to doubt; ſhe takes a thouſand op- 
portunities to let ne ſee it. and yer when I ſpeak to her, 
the will hardly give me an anſwer; ard if 1 attempt the 
ſmalleſt familiarity, is gone in an inſtart, I feel my 
p:flion for her grow every day more and more violent 
Well, would I marry her? would I make a miſtreſs of 
her if F could? Two thirgs called prudence and konocr, 
forbid either. What am I purſurng, then? A ſhadow. 
Sore my evil genius laid this ſnare in the way. However, 
the'e is one comfort, it is in my power to fly from it; 
if ſo, why do | heſitate? I am diſtracted, unable to de- 


termine any thicg. - 


Still in hopes to get the better 
Of my flubborn flame I try: 
Swear thi; moment to forget her, 
And the next my oth deny. 
Now prepar'd with (corn to treat ber, 
Ew'ry charm in thought I brave: 
Boalt-my freedom, fly to mcet ber, 
And confeſs my/e f a ſlave. 
| B CCENE, 
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14 LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 
SCENF, A hall in Foflice Woodcock's houſe. Enter 


Hawthorn avith a forwling-fiece in hit band, ard a net 
actth birds at his girdle: and afte! wards Juſtice 
Woodcock, 


AIR VIII. 


There was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the River Dee; 
He auer and fung from mo' n to night, 
Ns lark more blythe than he: 
And this the burthen of hi: ſong, 
Fer ever ud to be, 
I care for nobody, not I, 
if no one cares for me. 
Houſe here, houſe! what, all a gadding ? all abroad ? 
Houſe I fay ! hilli ho ho! 

J. Nocdc. Here's a noiſe, here's a racket! Y am, 
Robert, Hodge ! why does not ſomebody anſwer ? dds 
my life! 1 believe the fellows have hoſt their bea ing! 
[Entering] Oh, maſter Hawthorn ! | gveſſed it was lvine 
wuch madcap —Are you there? 

Hawth Am I here? Ves: and if you had been where 
J was three houte ago, you would find the good effects of 
It by this time: but you have got the lazy unwholeſome 
London laſh on cf lying a- bed in the morning, and there's 
gout for you — Why, Sir, I have not been in bed he 
minutes aſter ſungiſe theſe thirty years, am gemerally up 


peſore it; and I never took a Cole of phy ſic but once in 


my life, and that was in compliment to a couſin of mine, 
an apothecary. that had juſt fec up buſincis. | 

J. Weaodc. Well, but maſter Haut on, let me tell 
you, you know nothing of the mater; for J (ay ſleep is 
nee*ſT:iry for a man; ay, ard l'Il maintain it. 

Hamwth., What, when J maintain to the contrary fo 


Look you, ne gubour Woodcock, youu are arch hen, a 


man of worſhip, a juſtic of the peace, and all that; hut 
learn to know the refpeR that is due to the tound from 
the infirm ; and allow me that ſupertority a good con- 
ſtitution gives me over you Hee'th is che greateſt of 


all poſl- ſſions; and *tis a maxim Wien ww, that an hale 
cobler is better than a ſick kiag. 

edc. Well, weil, you se & \oorifman. | 

Hamwth. Ard ſo would you tc5, if you would take my 

| advice 


—— an tai 
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LOVEIN AVILLAGE. 15 
advice. A ſportſman! whv there is nothing like it; T 
wood not exchange the ſati:faftion 1 fee] while I am 
beating the lawns and thickets about my little farm, for 
til the entettainments and pageantry ia Ch iſtendom. 


AIR IX. 
Let gay on's and great 
Make the miſt of the r fate; 
From pleaſur- to pleaſure they run: 
ell, who cares a jot, 
1 envy them mot, 
While I bad. ny dig and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the field, I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and lig bi: 
The blifſe: 1 find, 
No [tings leave } ebind, 
But health and diverfion unite. 


Juſtice Woodcock, Hawthorn, Hodge. 

Hodge, Did your worſhip call, fir ? 

J. N cod. Call. fir ? wh 
theſe raſcals been? but 1 ſuppoſe I need not aſk—You 
mult know there is a flatute, a fair for biring ſervants, 
held upon my green to-day ; we have It uſpally at this 
ſeaſon of tbe year, and it never fails to put all the folks 
hereabout out of their ſenſes. Mins 


Hodge. Lord, your honovr, look out, and ſee what a 


nice ſhew they make yonder : they had got pipers and 
fidlers, and were dancing as I came along, for dear life 
l never ſaw ſuch a mortal throng in our village in 


all my born days apain. 
- Hawth, Why | like this now, this is as it ſhoule be. 


J. Woede, No, no, 'tis a fooliſh piece ef bſiceſs ; 
good for nothing but to promote ideneſs and the ge tin 
of baſtards; but I ſhall take meaſores for preventing it 
ancther year, and I eoubt whether | zm not ſufficiently 
authoriſed already; for by an act paſſed Arn? undecimo 
Cavoli prini, which impowers a juſt ce of the peace, 


who is lord of the manor oo i 


Hautb. Come, come, rever mind the act; let me 
tell you this is very proper, a very uſeful meeting; I 


want à ſervant or two myſelf, i muſt go ſee what your 


B 2 market 
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ma het affords ;z—uand you ſhall go, and the ogir ; 
Iitle Luc, and the other young "ey and L 
a day on't as well as the ret. 

J. Moode. 1 viiſh, maſter Hawthorn, I could teach 
you to be a ſittſe more ſedate: why won't you take pat» 
tern by me, and conſider your dignity !— Odds heart, 
I don't wonder you are not a rich man; you laugh too 
mech ever to be rich, | 

Hawth. Right, neighbour Woodcock ! health, good - 
humour, and competence, is my motto: and it. my 
exccuto's have a mind, they are welcome to make it my 


Epitaph, 
ONE AI. 
The honef! hea t. hoſe then g hͤtt are clear 
From fr aud, dyguife, and guile, 
Nerd nuther Fortunes frewning ff. ar, 
Ner ccurt the harlet': ſmile. 


The gre't efs that would mate us grave 
It is but an amply bg; | 

If hai: more than mirth =vould mortals awe ? 
7 be chearful man's a hing, 


Luc'nda, Hodge. 


Luc. Hiſt, hiſt, Hoope / 

Hodge. Who calis? here am J. 

Luc. Well, have you been ? | 

Hod:e, Been, ay I ha' been far enough, an that be all 
you never knew any thing fall out ſo crofsly in your 
born days. | 

Luc. Why, what's the matter ? | | 

Hodge. Why you know, I dare not take a horſe out 
of his worſtip's ſtables this morning, for fear it ſhould be 
miſled, and breed queſtions; and our old nag at home 
was ſo cruelly beat i'th' hoofs, that, poor beaſt, it bad 
not a foot to ſet to ground; ſo I was fain to go to far- 
mer Plough/hare's at the Grange, to borrow the loan of 
his bald Ally : and would you think it! aſter walking all 
that way———de'el from me, if the croſs grained toad 
did not deny me the favour. 

Luc. Unlucky! 

Hedge. Well, then I went my ways to the X 
Head in he village, bat all their cattle was at Plong! 

| an 
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y and I was as far to ſeek belcw at the turnpike : fo at 
e laſt, for want of a better, I was forced to take up with 
dame Qu e/et's blind mare. 


h Lu. Oh, then you have been? 
42 H> g-. Yes, yes, I ha' been? 
t, Luc. Pha! Why did you not ſay fo at once? 
0 Helge. Ay, but I have had a main tireſome jaunt on't 
for ſhe is a ſorry jade at beſt, 
L Luc. Well, well, did you fee Mr. Eaflace, and what 
y did he ſay to you? Come, guick—have you Cer a letter? 
y Hedge. Yes, he gave me a letter, if I ha'na loſt it. 
| Luc. Loft it, man! , 

Hodge. Nay, nay, have a bit of patience : adwawne, 
you are always in ſuch a hurry [rummaging his go. kets. ] 
put it ſomewhere in this waiſtceat pocket. Oh here it is. 

Luc. So, give it me [reads the leiter to herſelf. 

Hodge. Lord a mercy ! Fow my arms achs with beat- 
ing that plaguy beaſt ; I'll be hang'd if I won'na rather 
ha thraſh'd half a day, than ha' ridden her. 

4 a Well, Hodge, you have done your buſineſs very 
ell. 

Hodge. Well, have not I now ? 

Luc, Ves. — Mr. Euflace tells me in this letter, that 
he will be in the green Jane, at the other end of the vill- 
age by twelve oclock—You know where.he came be fore. 

Hodge Ay, ay. 

| Luc. Well, you muſt go there, and wait till he arrives, 
: and watch your opportunity to introduce him acroſs the 
ir nelds, into the little ſummer-houſe, on the left fide of 
| the garden. 
Hodge. That's enough, 5 
't Loc. But take particular care that noboby ſee you. 
C Hedge. | warrant you. 
8 Luc. Not for your life drop a word of it to any mortal, 
d Hedge. Never fear me. 
p Luc. And, Hoage. | 
I | AIR XI. 
d Hodge. Well, well, ſay no more; 
Sure you told me before ; 

1 fee the full length of my tether ; 
"4 Do you think I'm @ faol, 
. ' That I need go 10 ſchool ? 
d 


I can ſpell you and put you tog ther, 
B 3 4 
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A nvord to the wiſe 
Will alzvays ſuffice ; 

Addſnigger. 7 go talk to your parrot ; z 
In not ſuch an elf, 


Though 1 ſay it myſelf, 
But Throw a heb head from a carrot. 


Lucinda. 
How ſevere % my caſe | Here am I obliged to carry 


- on a clandeſtine correſpondence with a man in all re- 


ſpects my equal, becauſe the oddity of my father's tem- 
per is ſuch, that J dare not tell him I have ever yet ſeen 


. the perſon 1 ſhould hke to marry—— But perhaps he 


has quality in his eye, and hopes, one day or other, as 
I am his only child, to match me wich a title yain 


i:nagination. 
| AJ R XII. 
Cupid, god of (oft penſuaſion. 
Take the belplieſi lover's part; 
Serze, oh /tixe ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Tufrly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body wwiuld enthrail; * 
7yrants of more cruel kind, 


Theſe who would erflave the mind. 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; ; 
 Childiſh mumwery at beſt ; 

Happy I in bumble flate; 

Catch, ye fools, the glittering bait. 


SCENE, 4 field with a flile. Enter Hodge, follow- 


e , Margery ; and in cine time after enters Toung 
Meadons. 


Hoage. What does the wench follow me for ? Odds 
fleſh, folk may well talk, to ſee you dangl-ng aſter me 
every where like a tantony pig ; find ſome other road, 
can't You, and don't keep wherreting me ith your 
nonſenſe. 

Marg. Nay, pray you Hodge, ſtay, and let me ſpeak 
to you a bit, 

HH: dee. Well, what ſayn you. 

Marg. Dew beart, how can you be 0 peſts 


and | 


2 ? 
. 4 
* 
* 
* 
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ard is this the way you ſerve me after all; and won't 
ycu keep your-word, Haage? 

Hodge. Why no, I won't, I tell you; I bave chang'd 
my mind. . | 

Marg. Nay, but ſurely, ſ.rely —— Confider Hodge, 
ycu ere obligated in conſcience to make me a: boneſt 
woman. | 

Hodge. Obligated in conſcieace ? How am | obliga- 
ted ? | 

Marg. Becauſe you are: and none but the baſeſt of 
rogues would bring a pour girl to ſhame, and afterwards 
leave her to the wide world, 

Hodge. Bring you to ſhame ! Don't make me ſpeal, 


Madg e, don't make me ſpeak. 


Marg. Ves, do, ſpeak your worſt, ; 

Haage. Why then, if you go to that, you were fain 
to leave your oun village cown in the V, for a baſ- 
tard you had by the cJuk of the pariſh, ard III bring 


the man ſhall ſay it to pour fare. 


Mas g. No, no Hoge, 'tis no ſuch thing, tis a btaſe 
lie of farmer” P/ough/bare)s—But | know whit makes you 
falſe-hearted to me, that you may k:ep company with 
young madam's waiting-woman, and : am fure ſhe's no 
fir body for a poor man's wife. | 

Hedge. How ſhould you know what ſhe's fit for? She's 
fit for as much 7s you mayhap ; don't find fault with 
your betters, Madge. [ Sceing Young Mezcows.] Oh! 
maſter Thomas, I have a word or two to ſay to you; 
pray did not you ga down the village oe day laſt week, 
with a baſket of ſomething on vour thoulder ? = 

Y. Mead. Well, and what then ? | 

Hodge. Nay, not much, only the oftler at the Creen 
Van was ſaying, as how there was a paſſenger at their 
houſe as ſeed you go by, ard ſaid he knoa'd you; and 
axt a mort of fox 6 I thought I'd tell you, 

Y. Mead. The devil! aſk queſtions about me ! 1 know 
nobody in this part of the country; there muſt be ſome 
miſtake in it Come hither, Hedge. | 


Marg. A naily ungrateful fellow, to uſe me at this 
rote, after being to him as I have Well, well, I with 
all poor girls would take warning by my miſhap, and 
never have nothing to ſay to any of them, 


AIR 
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AIR XIII. 
How happy were my days till naw ! 
I ner did ſorrow feel, 
I roſe with joy ta milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I Jung, 

The þ1 etended lowe, and 1 
Believ'd his flatt'rirg tongue. 


Oh the focl, the filly filly Fool, 

HW by truſts <ebot man may be; 
1 wiſh I wwas a maid again, 

| And in my own ccuntry.] 


SCENE, A green with the proſpect of a willage and the 
r/preJeri ation of a Statute or Fair. Enter Juſtice Wool- 
cock, Hawihorn, Mrs. Deborah Woodcock, Lucin- 
da, R. ſſerta, Young Meadows, Hodge, and ſeveral 
cenmiry people. 

Hedge. This way, your worſhip, this way. Why don't 
you ſtand aſide there! Here's his worſhip a-coming. 

Countryman. Tis worſhip ! 

J. I coat. Fye, fe, what a croud's 
pot ſome of them in tre ſtocks, (Srriking 4 fell au.] 
Stand cut of the way, firrah. 

Hawth,' For ſhame, neighbour, Well, my lad, are 
you wi ling to ſerve the king ? 

Countr man. Why, can you lift ma! Serve the king, 
maſter, no, no. I pay the king, chat s enough for ma. 
Ho, ho, ho. 

Haw th. Well faid, Sturdyboots. 

F. Woodc. Nay, if you talk to them, they'll anſwer 
ou, 

: Hawth. I would have them do fo; I like they ſhould 

— Well, madam, is not this a fine fight? I did not 

know my neighbour* s eſtate was ſo well Perlen ne 

all theſe his own tenants ? 

Mrs. Deb. More than are good of them, Mr. 'Haws- 
thorn. I don'tlike to ſee ſuch a parcel of young huſſeys 
fleering with the - fellows, 

Hawth. There's a laſs. [Beck»ning to 4 country girl.] 


Come hither, my pretty maid. What brings you here? 
[Chuck 


this! Odd, I'll 7 


1 
4 
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[ Chuck ig her under the chin.] Do you come to look for 
a ſervice ? 

C. Girl. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 

N auth. Weil, and what place are you for ? 

C Girl. All work, an't pleaſe you. 

J. NMoodc Ay, ay, I den't doubt it; any wo:k you'll 
put her to. 

Mrs. Deb. She locks like a brazen one Go hoſſev. 

Hawth Here's another [Catching a girl that goes by ] 
Wpzt health, what bloom! This is nature's work ; 
no art, no daubing —Don't be aſhamed, child; thoſe 
cheeks of thine ae enough to put a whole drawing-room 
out of countenance. 


7flice Woodcock, Hawthern, Mrs, Deborah Wool- 
cock, Lucinda, Rofleita, Young Meadowt, Hoege, 
ard min and women /irvants. 

Hodge. Now, your honour, now the ſport will come. 
The gut ſcrapers arc here, and ſome among them are 
going to ſing and dance, Why there's not the like of our 
fi-tute, mun, in fe counties ; cthers ate but fools to it. 

Servant man. Come pond people, m+ke a ring, and 
ſtand out, fellow ſervants, as many of you as are wil- 
ling and able to bear a bob. We“ let my maſters and 
miſtreiſes ſee we can do ſomething at lealt ; if they 
won't hire us, it ſhan't be out fault, Suike up the Ser- 
v nts Medley. . 5 | : . 

ATR XIV, 
House- Main. 
I pray ye gentles, liſ to me, | 
 I'mjoung, and /irong, and clean to fee; 
{ll net turn tail to any ſhe, 
For work that's in the count): 
. Of all zour houſe the charge 1 take, 
I wah, I ferub, Threw, Tak: 
And more can than here I'll jpeak, 
Depending on your bounty, 
| 4.00. T7.MA NM. 
e a blade, who knows his trade 
Ia chamber. hall, and entry ; 
And what though here I now appear, 
J ſci vd the beft of gentry : | 5 


* 
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aol man ausm ave, 

1 can dreſs, ang wil, and ſhave; 
For I a handy lad a 

On a meſſage I can g, 

And /bp 2 billet-dour, 
With yuur bumble ſervant, macam, 


COoOOKkeM Aa1d. 


Wha avants o good cock, my hand they mi? croſs; 


For plain aubolgſome diſhes I'm nc r at 4 Lohe; 
Aud what are v foups, your ragouts ani your ſauce, 


i Compar'd to Old Engliſh roaſt b of 


Cal Th ik 


"If you want a young man with a true h nit hea t, 
Who knows bow to m nage a plongb and a cart, 


Here's on- fo. your purpoſe come take me and ity ; 


Yawll fay you nt'er met ait A bet er nor 1. 


N 


N 


\ 
— 


CCC 


M miſter and milireſſc, bither repair, 


Ge ho Dobbin, Cc 
| CHORUS. 
R $73 


What ſeruant. you Want ye find at our fi air 3 
Men and maid: fit for all ſo t. of [tations thize be ; 
at for our wages we ſhan't dijagrete.., 


A8 U. 
SCENE, 4 parlour in Juſtice Woodcock's houſe. 
Lucinda and Euſtace. 
Luc, E LL, am not 1 a bold adventurer, to bring 


h you into my father's houſe at noor-day ? 
Though, to ſay the truth, we are ſafer than in the gar. 
den; for there is not a human creature under the r0-f 
beſides our. Ives. 2 

Euſ. Then why not put our ſcheme into execution 
this moment? ] have a poſt chaiſe ready. 

Luc. Fye; how can you talk ſo lightly ? I proteft l 
am afraid to have any thing to do with you, your paſſion 
ſeems too much founded upon appetite; and my aunt 
Deborah ſays ö 295 


8 | Ea 
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Lu, What! by all the rapture mv heart now ſee!s 
Luc. On, to be ture, promiſe aad vow; it ( unds 
previly, aid never fails to impoſe upen à fond feuule, 
A I R XV. 
Ve eweren like ak Indinrs trade, 
YH" Jegr: ment (in, # fheww decoys ; 
Drpe: te gar fol axe «re Had . 
Hide artful mon the pain enjoys : : 
Le five our t talure to be para, 
A paltry, pror return! tn toys, 


Euf. Well, | es you have a mind to divert yourſelf 

with me; but {with I could prevail on yon to be alittle 
ſerſ us. 

Luc Seriouſly then, what would you deſire me to 
ſay ? I have promiſed to run away with you; whica is 


* 


e as great a confeſſion as any reaſonable lover can expect 


from his miſtreſs. 
| Eu. Ves; but, your dezr provok'ng angel, ycu have 
not teld me when you will ren away with me. 
3 1 ur. Why thit, I confels, requires ſome conſideration. 
$ Eu. Vet r: een der, while you are deliberating. the 


ſesſon, now io favourable io us, may elapte, never to. 


” r:turn. 
: AIR XVI. 


Think my fu reſt, hiw delay 
\ - Danger every moment brings ; 
Tim ies fa ft, and will aauay; 
Time tha *s ever on its wings ; 
D. ing and ſuſevſe at bejt, 
Lowe s late re;entance coſt 3 5 
Let us eager 16 be blejt, 
Seize occaſion ere tis liſt. 


Luinda, Euſtace, J:/i/ce Wondcock, Mr. Deborah 
Woodcock, 

J. Worte. Why here is nethi:g in the world ip ths 
houſe but caiter- wawling from morning til night, ao- 
thing bat catter-wauling, Hoity toity * who have we 
here? 

Lac, My father and my aunt ! 

L.. The devil! What ſhall we do? ; 

luc, Take no notice of chem, only cdrve me. 

| [ S'erarr 


24 ' LOVEINA VILLAGE: 


[Speak aloud to Euſtace ] Upon my word, Sir, I don't 
know what to ſay to it, unleſs the Juſtice was at home; 
he i je BFepped into the village with ſome company; 
but, if you will fit down a mome t, I dare ſwear he will 
retur n | Preten's ta ſee the Juſtice. Oh ! Sir, here 
is my papa! | | 

J. Yoode. Here is your papa, huſſey ! Who's this 
you have got with you? Hark you, ſirrah, who are you, 
ye dog? and what's your buſineſs here? 

Eeſ Sir, this is language I am not uſed to. 

I Wazde. Don't anſwer me, you raſcal I am a juſ- 
tice of the peace; and if | hear a wo-d out of your mouth 
In fend you to jail, for all your lac'd hat. 

Mrs. Deb, send him to jail, brother, that's right. 

J. Hecadc. And how do yu know it's right? How 
ſhould you know any thing's right ?—Siſter Deborah, you 
are never in the right. | 

Mrs. Dib. Brother, this is the man I have been telling 
you about fo long. 5 

J. Woode, What man, goedy , iſeacre 

Mr.. D-b. Why the man your daughter has an in- 
trigue With; but | hope you will not bel eve it now, 
t gugh you fre it wi h your own eyes—Come, hoſſey, 
conſis, and don't let vour father make a fool of himſelf 
aty longer. ET, 

Luc. Confeſs what, avnt ? This gentleman is a muſie- 
melter, he goes about the country teaching ladies to 
play and fing; and ha; been recommended to inſſruct 
me; I couid not turn him out when he came to offer 
his ſervice, and did not know what anſwer to give him 
till I ſaw tay papa. | | 

J. Wide, A muſic- maſter! 

Euſ. Ves, Sir, that's my profeſſion. 

M. Deb It's a lye, young man; it's a ly e. Brother, 
he is no more a muſic- maſter than Iam a muſic-maſter. 

J WB bodc. What then you know better than the fellow 
himſelf, do you ? and you will be wiſer than ali the 
world? 

Me.. Deb. Brother, he does not look like a muſic- 

maſlt-r, | 
F. Veo c. He does not look! ha! ha! ha! Was 
ever ſuch a poor ſtupe! Well, and what does he look 
like then? But I fuppofe you mean, he is not dreſſed 
like 


= 
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like a muſic-maſter, becauſe of his fuffles, and this bit 
of garmſhing about Li; coat—which ſeems to be copper 
too— Why, you filly wretch, theſe whipperin.ppers 
ſet up for gentlemen, now-a-days, and give themſcives 
as many a'rs as if they were people of quality —Hark 
you friend, | ſuppoſe you don't come within the vagrarc 
act? You have ſome ſettled h.bitation ? Where do you 
live? | 

Mrs. Deb. It's an eaſy matter for him to tell you a 
wrong place. | 

J. M code. Siſter Deborah, don't provoke me. 

Mrs. Deb I wiſh, brother, you would let me ex- 
amine him alittle, 


J. Woode. You ſhan't ſay a word to him, you ſhan't 
ſay a word to him. 


Mrs. Deb. She ſays he was recommended here, bro- 
ther? aſ him by whom? 

J. N code. No, 1 won't now, becauſe you deſire it. 

Luc. If my papa d.d aſk the queition, aunt, it would 
be eaſily teſolved. 

Hr, Deb. Who bid you ſpeak Mrs. Nimble CHs? I 
ſuppoſe the man has a tongue in his head to anſwer for 
bimſelf. 

J. Wade, Will nobody ſtop that prating old woman's 
mouth ſor me? Get out of the room. 

Mrs. Deb. Well, ſolcan, brother; I don't want to lar; 
but remember, I tell you, you will make yourſelf ridica- 
lous in this affair; for thro? your own obſtiaacy you will 
have your daughter run away with before your face. 


J. NMocdc. My daughter! who will run away with my 
daughter |! 


Mr:. Deb. That fellow will. 

J. Wiodc. Go, go, you are a wicked cenſorious woman. 

Luc. Why ſure, malam, you muſt think me very 
coming indeed, 

J. Mcodc. Ay, the judges of others by herſelf; I re- 
member, when ſhe was a pirl her mother dared not truſt 


her the length of her apron ſtring ; ſhe was clambering 
upon every fellow's back, | 


Mrs. De B. I was not. 
J. M oodc. You were. 
Luc, Well, but why ſo violent? 


Fl 
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AIR XVII. 


Beicve , dat aunt, 
If you 1awve thus, and 1a 7, 
linter a lower ei ſua de; 
The men acid ol. fly, 
Ard leave you to dle, 
Oh, ter rib e chance] an ell maid. 


How happy the Inf; 
Mufl Be come ty 1 is fai, 
he ancient virginity ſcape * 
avere better on Earth 
Hase five brat. at a birth, 
Tlaninbhe'l be a leader of ofes. 


Juice Woodcock, Lucinda, Euſtace. 

J. HW ode. Weil done, Lucy, feud her about her ba- 
ſineſs, a troubleſome fi oliſh creature, doe ſhe think I 
want to te directed by her Come hither, my lad, 
you 129% 'Glerable honed, 

E /. | hope, Sir, I ſhill never give you cauſe to alter 
vor: pinion, f 

J. I oodc. No, no, Tam not eaſily deceived, I am ge- 
nerally pretty right in my conjectures, You mult 
know, | bad once 4 little notion af mafic myſelf, and 
learned upon tbe fiddle; | coull play the Trumper Min- 
wet, and Buttcr'd Pea/e, 26d two or tyice tunes, I re- 
membei when I was io Z:nden, about thiity years apo, 
there was a ſong, a great favourue t our club at rango's 
Coffee -h uſe; Zack Picke uſed to ling it for us; a droll 
fiſh ; but *us aa old thing; I de ſwear you have heard 


of it often, ; 
| AR VII. 
When 1 fall wd a Laſi that wa: froward an?/y, 


Oh! I «kh to berfluff till J male hr comply; 
OL! Ito k h.r /o lowingly roun the aa /t, 
And I ſmack'd her lips ud held her fall: 
| [then hugg'd ani haul d, 

Sh [queil'd ard ſquall'd : 
Fo though ſhe wo't'd all did avas in vain, 
Yet I plear'd her fo well that ie b.r. it again: 
{ hen hoity, toity, 


Wh ſting, ſriſking, 
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Green was ber gun upon the graſs ; 


Oh! uchi were tht Joys of our darcing days. 


EA. Very well, Sir, upon my word. 

J. M oodc. No, no, I forgot all thoſe things now; 
bot I could do a little a: them once: — Well, flay and 
eat your dinner, and we“ alk about your teaching t-e 
girl—Lucy, take your maſter to your ſpinne , and ſhew 
him what yon can do—l muſt go and give ſome orders: 
Then haity toity, &c. 

Lucinda, Euſtace, 


Luc. My ſweet pretty papa, your muſt obedient hom- 
ble ſervant; hah, hah, bah! was ever ſo whimſical an % 
accident! Well, Sir, what do you think of this? 
Eu}. Think of it! J am in a maze, 
Luc. O your aukwardneſs! I was frighted out of my 
wits, leſt you ſhould not take the hint; and if I had not 
turned matters ſo cleverly, we ſhould have been utterly 
undone, 3 
Er. *Sceath! why would you bring me into the houſe ? 
We could expect nothing elſe : Beſides, fince they did 
ſurprize vs, it would have been beiter to have diſcover- 
ed the-truth, | 
Luc. Yes, and never have ſeen one another aſter- 
wards, I know my father better than yau do; he has 
taken it into his head, I have no inclination for a huſ- 
hand; and, let me tell you, that is aur beit ſecurity : 
for if once he has ſaid a thing he will not be easy per- 
ſuaded to the contrzry, 795 
Euſ. And pray what am I to do now? 1 
Luc. Way, as I think all danger is petty well over, 
fince he has invited you to dinner with h m, ſtay ; only 
be cautious of your behaviour ;z and, in the mean time, » 
I wil: conſider what is next to be done, a 
Ful. Had not | better go to your father? 6 
Luc. Do fo, while 1 endeavour to recover my ſelf a 
little out of the flyriy this affair has put me in. | 
Ei. Well, but woxt a fort of parting is this, with- 
out ſo much as vour ſervant, or good-bye to you? No 
ceremony at al? Can you afford me no token to keep 
up my ſpirits till [ ſee you again? | 
Luc Ah, cnildiſh! 
Fu). My angel, 


3 
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AIR . 


Euſ. Let rates and liber tines, reſign'd 
To /enſual pl:aſures range ; 
Here all the jex's cia ms I find, 
And nt'er can c ol or change, 


Luc. Let vain gell. and gru des conceal 
What mo}? their htaris defire; © 
With price my paſſion I reveal, 


hb ! may it ner expire. 


Both. The ſun hall ccaſe 10 ſpread its light, 
He flars air orbits leave, 
Aud fair creation fin & in night, 
Mes] my dear deceive. 


SCENF, AGa'dern 
Enter Roſetta, mufing. 


Roſ. If ever poor creature was iu a pitiable condition, 
furely I am, The devil take this fellow, I cannot get 
him out of my head, ane yet 1 would fain petſuade my- 
ſelf I don't care for him: well, but ſurely | am not in 
love ? Let me examin= my heart a little: I ſaw him kiſ- 
ſing one of the maids the other day: I could have boxed 
his ears ſor it, and have done nothing but find ſault and 
quarrel with the girl ever fince. Why was I uneaſy at 
his toying with another woman? What was it to me? 
Then I dream of him almcf every night—Brt that may 
proceed from his being generally uppermoſt in my 
thoughts all day : Oh! worſe ard worſe !—Well, he is 
ceitainly a pretty lad; he has ſomething uncommon a- 
bout him. conſidering his rank: And now let me 
only put the caſe—if he was not a ſervant, would I or 
would I rot prefer him to all the men I ever ſaw ? he 
te be ſure, if he was not a ſervant. In ſhort, I'll * 
myſe f no more queſtions; for the further I examine, the 
leſs reaſon 1 have to be ſatisfied. 

AIR XX. 
Hau Ble the nid, whoſe beſom 
No head-firong f affron krow's ; 
Her days in joy fhe paſſes, 


Har nights in (alm 1 epoſes | 
* berter 
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WWhert'er ber fancy lead: her, 

No pain, no fear invades her; 
But pleaſure 
Withous meaſure, 

From ev'ry object flows. 


Young Meadows, Roſletta, 


Y. Mead. Do you come jpto the garden, Mrs. Ro/etta, 
to put my lillies and roſes out of countenance; or to ſave 
me the truuble of watering my flowers by reviving them ? 
'The Sun ſeems to have hid bimſelf a little, to give you 
an opportunity of ſupplying his place. 

Re/. Where could he get that now? He never read it 
in the Academy of Compliments. | 

T. Mead. Come don't effet to treat me with contempt; 
J can ſuffer any thing better than that; in ſhort, I love 
you; there is no more to be ſaid; I am angry with my - 
ſelf for it, and ſtrive all I can againſt it: but in ſpice of 
myſelf, 1 love you, 


AIR XXI. 


In vain 1 ev'ry art ay, 
& Topinch the venem d. ſhaft anvay 
l That wrangles in my heart ; 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, 
My (Forts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


Ro/. Really, Mr. Thomas, this is very improper lan- 
guage 3 it is what I don't underſtand; I can't ſuffer it, 
and 1a ſhort, I don't Lke it 55 

T. Mead. Perhaps you don't like me ? 

Rof. Well, perha ps I don't. 

T. Mead. Nay, but 'tis not ſo; come, confeſs you 
love me. | 2 5 

Rof. Confeſs! indeed I ſhall confeſs no ſuch thing: 
beſides, to what purpoſe ſh-ll I confeſs it? x 

T. Mead. Why, as you ſay, I don't know to what 
purpoſe; only it would be a ſatis faction to me to hear 
you (ay ſo; that's all. 55 

Roj. Why, if I did love you, I can aſſure you, you 
would never be the better for it—Women are apt enough 
iO be weak ? we cannot always anſwer for our inclina- 
tions, but it is in our power not to give way to them; 

55 and, 


— 
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an J, if I was ſo filly; I ſay, if I was ſo indiſcreet, which 
J hop? | am not, as to entertain an improper regard, 
when pe2:le's circumſtances are quite unſuitable, and 
th-re are obſtacles in the way that cannot be ſummounted 

Y. Mead. ON! ts te ſue, Mis. N. etta, to be ſore; 
you are entirely in the right of it I know very 
we ?, you and! can never come together, | 

Raj. Well then, ſince that is the caſe, as I aſſure ybu 
it is, I think we had better behave accordingly. 


Y. Mead. Suppoſe we make a bargain, then, never to 
ſpeak to cne another any more ? 


Ryſ. With all my heart. g 

7. Mad. Nor look at, nor, if poſſible, think of one 
another? X 

Ro/. lam very willing. 4 

Y. cad. And, as long as we ſtay in the houſe toge- 
ther, never to take any notice ? 
Fe lt is the beſt way. 


J Mead, Why, I believe it is—=Wel!, Mrs. Reſetta—- 
AIR XXII. 


Rol. Be gone — I agree, 
From th s moment were f ee, » 
Already the matter Pae facorn: 
Y. Mead. Yet let me complain 
Of ihe fates that ordain, 
A trial ſo hard to be birne. 
Ros. l ben th gs are no! fit, 
We fpmild calmly ſubmit ; 
No cure in reluftance we find: 
V. Mead. Then thu, Þ obey, 
Tear your image away,  *' 
And ban'ſo you quite from ny mind. 


Roſ. Well, now, I think, Jam ſomewhat eaſier: I 
am glad J have come to this explanation with him, be- 
2 it puts an end to things at once. 

7. Mead Hold Mrs. Rœetta, pray ſtop a moment 
The airs this girl gives herſelf are intolerable, I find 
row the cauſe of this behaviour : She deſpiſes the mean- 
neſs of my condition, thinking a gardener below the 
notice of a lady's waiting-woman : Sdeath 1 have a 
good mind to diſcover myſelf to her, 


Ro. 


LOVEIN AVILLAGE. 31 


Ro. Poor wretch ! he does not know what to' make 
of it: 1 believe he is heariily mortified, bet 1 muſt not 
pity him. | | 

T. Mead. It ſhall beſo; I will diſcover myſelf to her, 
end leave the houſe directly — Mis. Atti — (farting 
back) Pox on it, yonder's the Juſtice come luto che 
garden |! 1 | 

Ro/. O Lord! he will walk round this way; pray go 
about your buſineſ,: I would not for the world he ſhould 
ſce-us toge: her, R 

Z. Mead. The devil take him: he's gone acroſs. the 
par et e, and can't hobble here this hali hour. I mult 
and will have a little corverſation with you. 

Ro/. Some other time. 

Y. Mead. This evenirg, in the green-houſe, at the 
lower end cf the canal; | have ſomething to commum- 
Cate to you Cf importance. Will you meet me there? 

Roſ Meet vou! a 

Y. Mea. Ay; I have a ſectet to tell vou; and I 
ſwear, f om that moment, the e (hall be an end of every 
thing betwixt us. 

et Weil, well, pray leave me now. 

Mead. You'll come then?! 

Ref. I don't know, perhaps I may. 

* Mead. Nay, but premiſe, 

Ref. What fignifies promiſing; I may break my pro- 
mite but I tell you | will, 

7, Mead. Erovgh—Yect before I leave you, let me 
defice you to believe I love you more than ever man 
loved woman; and that, when [I relinquiſh you, I give 
up all that can make my lite ſupportable, 


AIR XXIII. 


Oh ! how ſhall I in language weak, 

My ardent paſjien tell ; 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſũ eat, 

That cruel wword, Fare well ! 

Farewell — but know, the' thus wwe part, 
My thzugh's can never ſirag- 

Go where I will, my conflan' heart 
Muſt with my charmer lay. 


: | Roſ. 
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Roſſetta, 7/zice Woodcock, 


Reſ. What can this be that he wants to tell me: I 
have a flrange Curiofity to hear it, methiaks —well — 

7. Wore, Hem: hem. Refſet a. 

Re /. So I thought the devil would throw him in my 


way; now for a courtſhip of a diff.rent kind; but Ill 


g ve him a ſurfeit=— Did you call me, Sir? 

J. Moc. Ay, where are you running fo faſt ? 

Ro/ I was only going into the houſe, Sir ? 

J. Woode, Well, but come here: come here, I ſay. 
[ Lookirg about.) How do you do, R /etta? 

R., Thank you, Sir, pretty weil. 

J Wade. Who you lock as freſh and bloomy to day 
— Adad, you little flat I believe you a-e painted, 

Ro/. O! Sir, ycu are pleaſed to compliment. 

s de. Adad, I be ieve you are——let me try 
o/. Lord, Sir! 

7, Weoode. What brings you into this garden ſo often, 
Rojjerta? I hope you don't get eating green fruit and 
trath ; or have you a hankering after ſcime lover in dow- 
las, who ſpoils my trees by epgraving true lovers knots 
on them, with ycur horn ard your buck handled kniyes ? 
] ſee your name written upon the cieling of the ſervants- 
hall, with the ſmoke of a candle; and I ſuſpect 

Ro/. Not me, I hope, Sir—— No, Sir; I am of ano- 
ther gueſs mind, I :flure you ; for I have heard ſay, 
men are falſe and fick!e | 

J. M code. Ay, that's yonr flanting, idle young fellows ; 
ſo they are; and they are ſo damn'd impudent, | wonder 
a woman will have any thing to ſay to them; beſides all 
that they want is ſomething to brag of, and tell again. 
Ref. Why, 1 own, Sir, if ever 1 was to make a ſlip, 


it ſhould be with an elderly gentieman—about ſeventy, 
or ſeventy five years of age. 5 


4 


J. Woedc. No child, that's out of reaſon; though I 
have known many a man turned of threeſcore with a bale 
conſtitution. 

Rof. Then, Sir, he ſhould be troubled with the gout, 
have a good, ſtrong, ſubſtantial, winter cough - and [ 
ſhould not like him the woiſe———if he had a (mall touch 
of the rheumatiſm. 


J. Woodc, Pho, pho. Roſetta, this is jeſting. 
Ref. No, Sir, every body has a taſte, and I have mine. 
: | 7. Wade, 


* 


A 


— 
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F Weo%. Well, but Riyerta, have you thought of 
whar I was ſaying to you? 

Ro. What was it, Sir? 

J. Woode, Ah! you know, you know, well enough, 
hoſſey. 

Ro/. Dear Sit, conſider my ſoul; would you have me 
endanger my ſoul ? 

J. Weode, No, no Repent. 

Rof. Beſides, Sir, confider, what has a poor ſervant to 
depend on but her character? And, I have heard, you 
gentlemen will talk one thing before, and another after, 

J. Warde, I tell you again, theſe ate tne idle, flaſhy, 


young dogs; but when you have to do with a ſtaid ſo- 
ber man | 


Ry. And a magiltrate, Sir | 

J. WWoede, Right; it's quite a different tbingg 
Well, ſhall we, Rita, ſhail we? 

Ro/. Really, Sir, I don't know what to ſay to it. 


KAI XXIV. 


Yenng I am, and ſort afraid: 
og d vo hurt a harmlefi maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, Kind Sir, I pray, 
Men too often wwe believe : g 
And ſhould you my faith deceive, 
R. in firfl and then for ſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break, 
a J. Wade, Why, you filly girl, I won't do you any 
arm. ; 
Ro/. Won't you, Sir? 
J. Woodc. Not I. 
Reſ. But won't you indeed, Sir? 
I Woode. Why I tell you I won't 
; Rof. Ha, ha, ha, 
J. Waodc. Huſſey, huſſey. 

Ro/. Ha, ha, ha !— Your ſervant, Sir, your ſervant. 
J. Noodc. Why, you impudent, audiCious —— 
Tuftice Woodcock, Hawthorn. 

Hawth. So, ſo, juſtice at odds wi h gravity! his wor- 
ſhip playing at romps ! Your ſervant, Sir. 
J. Miodc. Haw; friend Hawthirn ! a 


5 | Hawth, 


h_ — 4 
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Hawth, | hope I don't ſpoil ſport neighhour; I thought 
I had the glimpſe of a pett;coat as I cam in kere, 

J. Moodc. Oh! thre meid Ay, ſhe has been gathering 
a ſallad But come bither, maſter Haas t hora, and I'll ſhew 
you ſome alterations I intend to make in my gatden. 

Hawth. No, no, I am no judge of it ; —beſides, 1 want 

tes talk to you a littie more about nis Tell me, Sir, Ju/* 
tice, were you helping your maid to gather a ſallad here, 
or conſylting her taſte ia your improvements eb? Ha, 
ha, ha! Let me ee, all among the roſes : egad, I like 
your rotlon ; but you look a little blank upon it; you 
ale aſhamed of the bulineſs, then, are you? 


AIR XXV. 
Orns ; * igblour, neer bluſh for a trifle like this ; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to li? 
7 pe greate" and graveſt, a truce with grimace — 
I culd ao the jame thing, were they in the jame place. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ation i free; 
To /,w1 eign "eauty mankind bends the knee ; 
That jowr, rifallleſi, no [trengih can oppoſe, 
We all love a p' «ty gir! under the roſe. 


J. Mode. | profeſs, maſter Haaurhern; this is all In- 
dian, all Cherokee language to me; I dont underſtand a 
word of it. 

Hare. No, may be not; well, Sir, will you read 
th's letter, and ty whether you can underſtand that; it 
is joſt brought by a ſervant, who ſtays for an aniwer. 

J. Woode. A leite, and to mel [taking the letter.] Ves 
it comes to me; and yet I am ſure it comes from no cor- 
re pondent, that I know of, Where are my ſpectacles ? 
not but I can ſee very well withoat them, maſter Haw- 
thorn ; but this ſeems to be but a fort of a crabbed hand. 

1 | 

J am aſhamed of giving you this trouble; tut I am in- 

formed there i. an unthinking boy, a h of mine, now d/- 


guiſed, and in your ſerwice, in the cafacity of a gardener ; 


Lom is a little .4ld, but an honeſt lad, and ue feel tither, 
theugh ] am his fai ber that jay it. Tom——ob, this is 
Thomas, our garceuer ; | always thought that he was a 
berter man's child than he appeared to he, though I ne- 


Hau. 


ver mentioned it. 
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Haw th. Well, well, Sir, pray let's bear the reſt of - 
che letter 

J, Weode Stay, where is the place? Ob, here; 1 am 
come in 9 of my runaway and ite tht; of ut ius in 
your vi lage while I am ſeunllaauisg a mirſel of aner: 
lec iuſe, not having tle pleaſure of your acuuirtarce, I id 
rot care to intrude, uithout giving you notice, | Whoever 
this petſon is, he unde:ftands good manners]. I beg lee 
to wait on you, Sir; bit Jeſt e you evouid keep my arrival 
a ſecret. particularly fem the zoung man 

William Meadcws. 

VI! aſſure you, a very well worded, civil letter. Do you 
I now any thing of the perſon who writes it, neiphboz: ; 

Hawih. Let me corfider— Mrad wi bv dad believe 
it is Si T'illtam Meazwows of Norihamptorſnire ; and, now 
] remember | heard, iome time ago, that the heir of 


that family had abſconies, on account of a mariiage that“ 


was Jiſapreeable to him It is a good many years ſince [ 


have ſen StrV iam, bot we were once well acquaint-- 


ed; and, if you pleaſe, Sir, I will go and conduct him 
tothe houſe, 

J. Woods, Do fo, matter Hawtheirn, do fo —— But, 
pray what fort of a nan is this Sir /i//zum IM Eu 
1s he a wile man? 

Haawth. here i; ro occaſion for a man that has five 
thouſand poun 3s a vear, to be a con'uror ; but I ſupple 
) ou ſk that quelizon becauſe cf clas fiiry about his ſen; 
taking! it for granted, that wiſe patents make wife child- 
ren 

F. Warde. No doubt of it, maſter Hawthorn, no doubt 
of i —| warrant we ſhall find now, that this young, ral- 
cal has fallen in love with ſome mynx, againſt his father's 
conlent-—— Why, Sir, it I hid as many childeren as king 
Priam had, that we read ot at ſchool! in the Dejirutticn 
Tro, nat one of them ſhould ſerve me lo. 

Hew:h. Well, well, nezghbour, perhaps not; but we 
ſhould emember when we vas yourg ourſelves; and! 
was as likely to play an od don ſuch a trick in my diy, 
2s e'er a (park in the hundred; niy between vou ard me 
] hid done it once, had he wench been © 

| A 3 NR ANY 
My Dolly vas the faire thing / 
Her breath 4:jcios'd the facete, ping; 


And 
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And if for ſummer youWan d ſert, 

Java- painted in her Je, her cheek 

Her ſ:oelling boſom, tempting ripe, 

Of fruitful autumn was the lype ; 

But, auhen my tender tale 1 told, 

1 found her h art ras winter cold. 

J. M oodc. Ah, you were always a ſcape-grace rattle. 

cap. 
Hawth, Odds heart, neighbour Woode-ch, don't tell me, 
young tel lows will be young f:llows, though we preach 
till we were hoarſe again; 2nd fo there's an end on't. 


SCE NE, Juſtice Woodcock's hall. 
| Hodge, Margery. 
Hodge. So. miſtreſs, who let you in? 

Marg. Why, I let myſelf in. 

Hodge, Indeed! Marty come up! why, then pray let 
yourſelf out again; Times are come to a pretty paſs; [ 
think you might have had the manners to knock at the 
dco: firſt —W hat does the wench land for? 

Marg 1 want to know it his werſhip's at home. 

Hodge. Well, what's your buſineſs wich his worſhip ? 

Marg. Perhaps you will hear that—Look ye, Hedge, 
it does not ſignity talking, | am come, once for all, to 


know what you iatends to do; for 1 won't be made a 
fool of any longer. 


Hedge. You won't. 


Marg. No, that's what I won't, by the beſt man that 
ever wore a head; I am the make-game of the whole 
village upon your account; and ]'il try whether your 
maſter gives you toleraiion in your doings. | 

| Hodge. You will? 0 

Marg. Yes, that's what I will; his worſhip ſhall be 
acquai::ed with all your pranks, and ſee how you like 
to be ſen: for a ſoldier. | 


H:dge. There's the door; take a fliend's advice and 
go about*your buſineſ.. 


Marg My buſineſs is with his worſhip; and I won't 


„ tii] 1 ſe:s him. 
Hedge. Look you, Madge, if you make any of your 
orations here, never ſtir if I don't ſet the dogs at you 
Will you be gone? 
Murg. Won't. ; 
j:,7:e Here Towzer [whiſling] Whu, who, 8 U 


LR 
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Was ever poor fellow {+ plagu'd with a wixen ? 
Zounds Madge, don't provoke me, but mind achat 1 fay t 
Tos we choſe the wrong perſon for playing your trick; on, 
So pack up your all; and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
Aud not breed a riot; 
Sd muſt I land here prating with you all the day ? 
Tue got other matters to mind; 
Mayhap you ma; think me an af; ; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 


Roſſetta, Hodge, Margery. 

Ry/. Sure IJ heard the voice of diſcord here—as I live 
an admirer of mine, and, if I miſtake not, a riv.l —, 
I'll have ſome ſport with them —— how now fellow ſer- 
vant, what's the matter ? | 

Hedge. Nothing, Mrs. Roſetta, only this young wo- 
man wants to ſpeak with his worſhip—Magpe, follow me. 

Marg. No, Hedge, this is your fine madam ? but | am 
as good fleſh and blood as ſhe, and have as clear a ſin 
too tho'f I mayn't go as gay; and now ſhe's here 1'll tell 
her a piece of my mind. | | 

Hedge. Hold your tongue, will you? 

Marg. No. II ſpeak if I die for it. 

Reſ. What's the matter, I ſay? 

Hedge. Why nothing I tell you ;] ——— Magee ——— 

Marg. Ves, but it is ſomething, it's all a:ong of the + 
and ſie maybe aſhamed of herſelf. 6 
 RNof. Bleſs me, child, do you direct your d. ſcourſe to 
me ? . | 
Marg. Yes, I do, and to nobody elſe ; there was not 
a kinder ſoul breathing than he was till of late; I had 
never a croſs word from him till he kept your company ; 
but all the girls about ſay, there is no ſuch thing as keep- 
ing a ſweetheart for you. k 

Ro/. Do you hear this, friend Haage? 

Hodge. Why, you don't mind ſhe I hope; but if that 
vexes = I do like you, I do; my m'nd tuns upon no- 
thing elſe; and if ſo be as you was agreeable to it, I 
would marry you to-night, 8 to morro p). 


Marg. | 
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Marg. You're a bay monkey, you are parjur'd,' you 
know you are, and you deſerve to have your eyes tore out. 


 , Heage, Let me come at her——['ll teach you io call 
pames, and abuſe folk. 
Marg. Do firike; you a man! - 


Ref. Hold, hold—— we ſhall have a bat le here pre- 
fently, and I may chance to get my cap tore off=—never 
exaſperate a jealous woman tis taking a mad bull by the 
horns —— Leave me to manage her, 

Hodge. You manage her ! }'ll kick her. | 
 Rof. No, no, it would be more for my credit, to get 
the better of her by fair means——=T warrant I'll bring 
her to ceaſon. 

Hodge, Well, do ſo then——- But may I depend upon 
you ? when ſhall I ſpeak to'the-parſon ? 

Ri. We'll talk about that ſo:ne other time Go. 

Hodge. Madge, good by. 

Rof. The brutality of this fellow ſhocks me !——Oh 
man, man — you are all alike A bumkin here, bred 
at the barn-door ! had he been brought up in a court, 
could he have been more faſhionably vicious? ſhew me 
the lord, ſquire, colonel, or captain of them all, that 


can outdo him. 
AIR XXVHI. 


Ceaſe, gay ſedu ers, pride to take, 
1: triumphi oer the fair ; 

Since clowns as all can ad th: rake, 
As theſe in higher ſpbere. 


I here then to ſhun a ſhameful fate 
Shall hapie beauty g; | 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry late. 
Por woman finds a for. 


Rofſeita, Margery. 

Marg. J am ready to burſt, I can't ſtay in the plac 
any longer. | 

RV. Hold, child, come hither, | 

Marg. Don't ſpeak to me, don't you, 

Ro/. Well, but | have ſome hing to ſay to you of con- 
ſequence, and that wilt be for your good; 1 ſuppoſe 
th:s fellow promiſed you ma riige. 

Marg. Ay, or he ſhould rever have prevailed vpon me. 


of« 
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Rof. Well, now you {ee the ill conſequence of truſt- 
ing to ſuch promiſes :. when once a man hath cheated 
woman of her virtue, ſhe has no longer hold of him ; 
he deipiſes her for wanting that which he hath robbed 
her of; and like a lawleſs conqueror; triumphs in the 
ruin he bath occaſioned, 

Marg. Nan. 

'  Ro/. However, I hope the experience you have got, 
tho' ſomewhat dearly purchaſed, will be of uſe to you for 
tie future ; and as to any Cefigns I have upon the heart 
of your lover, you may make yourſelf ealy, tor I af- 
ſur- you, I ſhall be no dangerous rival, ſo go your ways 
and be a pood girl. 

Marg. Yes 1 don't very well onderſtand her talk, 
but I ſuppoſe that's as much as to ſay ſhe'll keep him her- 
felf; well let her, who cares, I don't fear getting bet; 
ter nor he is any Cay of the yea”, for the matter of that; 
and I have a thought come into wy bead that may be WII 
be more to my advantage. 


AIR XXX. 
Since Hodge gᷣroves ungrateſul, no further 1 ſeth, 


" But yo up lo town in the waggon next week ; 
A ſervice in London is noſuch diſgrace, 
And a Rig fier's rffice will get me a places | 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folk ſay in her fills ſhe's row anding an end ! 

Then why fh1ld not I the j me maxim purjut, 
And better my fortune as ether girls daP © 


Enter Rcſſetta and Lucinda. 


Ro/. Ha! fa! ha! Oh admirable, moſt de'eQably ri-- 
diculous. And ſo your father is content he ſhou!d be 4 
muſic-maſter, and will have him ſuch, in ſpite ef all 

your aunt c n ſay to the contrary ? f 
Luc. My father and he, child, are the beſt companions 
you ever ſaw; and h ve been ſinging together the mot 
hideous duets! Babbing Joan, and Old Sir Siman the King. 
Heaven knows where Eu/tace could pick them up; but 
he has gone through half the contents of Pills to purge 
Melancholy, with him. FO 

Roy. And have you reſolved to take wing to- night? 

2 


Lucy 
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Luc. This very night, my dear; my ſwain will go 
from tence this evening, tut no farther than the inn, 
where he has left his horſes; and at twelve preciſely, he 
will be with a poſt-chaiſe at the .ittle gate that opens 
rom the lawn into the road, where 1 have promiſed to 
meet him. | | 

Roj. Then dep nd upon it, VIl bear you company. 

Luc. We hall flip cut when the family are afteep, and 


F have prepared Hodge already, Well, I hope we hill 
he happy. | 


Keef. Never doubt it, 


AIR XXX. 


In liue ould there meet a fond fair, 
Unutor'd by faſhion or art; 
W heſe wiſhes are warm and fincere, 
Whoſe wordt are i exceſs of the bears; 
If ought of ſubſtantial delight, 
On this fide the flars can be found, 
Tin ſure when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 
Roſſetta, Lucinda, Hawthorn, 
Heawth. Lucy, where are you? 
Ly. Your pleaſure, Sir? 
Ro. Mr. Hawthorn, your ſervant. 
Hauth, What, my little water-wagtail! The very 
ceupleI wiſh'd to meet come hither both of you, 
Rof. Now, Sir, what wou'd you ſay tb both of us? 
Fawth. Why, let me look at you a little—bave you 
got on your beft gowns, and your beſt faces? If nit, go 
and trick yourſelves out directly, for III tell yeu a ſecret 
— there will be a young bachelor in the houſe, within 
theſe three tours, that may fall to the ſhare of one of you, 
if you look ſharp but whether miftreſs or maid 
/. Ay, marry, this is ſome:hing ; but how do you 
know whether either miſtreſs or maid will think him 
worth acceptance. | 
Alawth. Follow me, follow me; I warrant you. 


Luc. I can aſſure you, Mr. Hawthorn, I am very 
difficult to pleaſe. 


Re. And ſo am I, Sir. 
Hamyth, Indeed! 


A AIR 
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Wall come, let us hear what the ſwain muſt poſſeſe, 
Who. may hope at your feet to imp ore with ſucceſs ? 
Rof. He muft be, firi of all, 
Strait, comely, and tall : 
Luc. Neither awkward, 
Roſ. Nor fooliſh, 
Luc. Nor a'ifp, 
Roſ. Nor mu liſb, 
ory j Nor yet Sall his fortune be ſmall, 
Hawth. What ibis of a captain? 
Luc. All blufter and <vounds ! 
Hawth. What thin l of a ſquirz ? 
Roſ. To be left for his hounds. 
JI The youth that is form'd to my nin, 
Luc, | Muft beggentle, obliging, and hind ; 
> Of all things in nature lewe me 
Rc. Have ſerſe both to ſpeak and to fee 
Yet ſometi mas be ſilent and b. ind. 


2 


, 

Haw th.) *Fore George a moſt rar ma'itimonial recript! 
Roſ. Obſerve it, Je fair, in the choice of @ mate; 
Luc, Remember, tis wedlock determines your fates 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE, A parlour in Fuſtice Woodcock's hore. Enter 
Sir Witham Meadows, followed &y Hawthorn, 


Sir Will. ELL, this is excellent, this is mighty 
good, this is mighty merry, faith; ba! 

ha! ha! was ever the like heard of ; that my boy Tem, 

| ſhould run away from me, for fear of being forced to 
marry a girl he never ſaw? that ſhe ſhould ſcamper 
from her father for fear of being forced to marry. him ;. 
and thut they ſhould 1un in'o one another's arms this 
way in diſguiſe, by mere accident; again their conſents, 
and without knowing it, as a body may ſay! May I ne- 
ver do an ill turn, Maſter Haw1horn, if it is not one of 
the oddeſt adventures partly | 
 Hawih. Why, Sir William, it is à romance; a novel; 

8 pleaſanter hiſtory by half, than the loves of Durcaſtus. 
n 4 Wo and 
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and Faunia; we ſhall have ballads made of it within 
the'e two months, ſetting forth, how a young ' ſquire be- 
came a ſerving man of low degree, and it wſll be ſtuck 
up with Margare:'s Ghoſt and the Spaniſh Lady, againſt 
the walls of eve ry cottage in the country, + 
Sir Will, But what pleaſes me belt of all, Maſter 
Hawthorn, is the ingenuity of the girl. May I never do 
an ill turn, when | was called out of the room, and the 
ſervant faid ſhe wanted to ſpeak to me, if I knew what 
to make on't ; but when the little gipſey took me aſide, 
d told me he name, and how matters ſtood, | was quite 
aft>niſhed, as a body may ſay; and could not believe it 
partly: til] her young friend, that ſhe has with her, aſ- 
ſazed me of the truth on't : indeed, at Jaſt, 1 began to 
1ecol'eCt her face, tho I have not ſet eyes on her before, 
fin:e ſhe was the height of a full grown greyhound. 
'Tawcth, Well, Sir William, your fon as yet knows 

nothing of what has happened, nor of your being come 
hither ; and, if you'll follow my ccunſel, we'll have 
% fport with him He and hi miſtreſs were to meet 
iz the garden this vening by appoin ment, ſhe's gone 
fo ceſs hrt If in Il her airs will ycu let me direct 
y our proceeding in this affai ? 
Sir Will Wich all my heart, Maſter Hawthorn, with 
all wy heart, do what you will with me, fay what you 

plea'e for me; I am ſo oveijoyed, a:d fo happy And 
may I never do an ill tuen, but | am very gl; t) ſee you 
100; ay, and parily as much pieaſed at that as any thing: 
ciſe, for we have been merry oge her before now, when 
we were ſome years younger; wen, and how has the 
world gane with you, Malter Hawthorn, ſince we ſaw- 
one another laſt? | 

Hab. Why, pretty · wel, Sir William, I have no 
reaſon to complain; every one has a mixture of ſour with 
His ſweets ;" but, in the main, I believe, I have Cone in 
u degree as tolerably as my neighbours, 


A TR -XXXIT. 


The world is a auell furniib'd table, 
Where gur/11 are promi te oaſy ſet; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what aus can gets 
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My mile holds to a tittle, 


Some gorge, while rome tcaret haue a taſte ; 
But, if Pm content with a little, | 
Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


* 


Sir William Meadows, Hawthorn, Roſtetta. 


Ros. Sir William, I beg pardon for detaining you, bot 

T have had ſo much difficulty in adjuſting my borrowed 
'U MES. 4 | 

* Sir Will. May I never do an ill turn, bat they fit you 
to a T, and you look very well, fo you do: Cock ſbones ! 
h-,w your fathe will checkle when be comes io hear this, 
Her father, Miſter Haaurbos n, is as worthy a man as lives 
by bread, and has been almoſt out of his ſenſes for the 
Joſs of her. —Bat tell me, huſſey, has not this been all 
a ſcheme, a piece of conjuration between yon and my 


fon ? Faith, 1 em half perſgaded it has, it looks fo Ike 


hocus-p2cus, as a-body may ſay. 

Ri. Upon my honour, Sir ///i/liam, what bas hap- 
p-ned has been the mere effect of chance; 1 came h:ther- 
u known to your ſon, and he unk own to me; | never 
io the leaſt ſuſpected that Thomas the gardener was oiher 
than his appeararce ſpoke him; and. leait of all, that he 
was a perſon with whom [ bad ſo cloſe a connectioũ. 
Mr. Hew thorn can teſt:fy the aftoniſhment I was in when 
Le fiiſt informed me of it; but I thought it was my duty 
to come to an immediate explanation with you, 

fir Will. ls not ſhe a neat wench, Maſter Haw! orn d- 
May I never do an ill turn but ſhe is—but, you lit:le 
plaguy devil, how came this love affair between you? 

Roz. | baye told you the whole truth very ingenuouſly 
Sir, ſince your fon and I have been fellow-ſervants, as 
J may call it, in this houfe, I have had more than rea- 


ſon to ſuſpect he had taken aliking io me; and | willown. 


with equal! frankneſs, had I not locked upon him as . 
perſon ſo much below me, I ſhould have had no objec- 
tion to receiving his courtſhip, 
Hawih. Well iaid, by the lord Harry, all above 
bozrd, fair and open, 5 
Re/. Pe haps I may be cenſured by ſome for this can- 
dil dec aration; but love to ſpeak my ſentiments; and 


1 aſſure you, Sir William, in my opinion, I ſhould 


preſeg 


* 1 
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fer a gardener, with your ſon's good qualities, to a 
knight of the ſhire without them, 


AIR XXXIII. 


Tit not wealth, it is not birth, 

Can value to the foul cue); 
Mind: peſſefs ſuperior worth, 

hich can nor give, mor takes atcay, 

Lhe the fun true merit ſhows, 

By nature warm, by natu e bright ; 
With inbred flames be nobly glows, 

Nor nceds ihe aid of borrow'd light. 


Ha vb. Well, but, Sir, we loſe time is not this 
about the hour appointed to meet in the garden ? 

Res. Pretty near it. 

Hawth. Oons! then what do we ſtay for ? Come, my 
old fr:end, come along, and by the way we will conſolt 
how to manage your interview. 

Sir Will, Ay, but I muſt ſpcak a word er two to my 
man about the horſes firſt. 


Roſſetta, Hodge. 


Ro. Well — what's the buſineſs ? 
Hodge. Madam Mercy en us! 1 crave pardon. 
Ra. Why, Hodge. don't you know me? 
Hodge. Ms. Roſſettal 
Ro) Ay, a | | 
Hedge. Know you! Ecod, I don't know whether [ 
do or not? never ſtir, if I did not think it was ſome lady 
belonging to the ſtrange gentlefolks: Why you be'nt 
dizen'd this way to go to the ſtatute dance preſently, be 
you 7 : e HF 
RJ. Have patience and you'll ſee ;—— bot is there 
any thing amiſs, that y- u came in ſo abruptly ? 
Hodge. Amiſs! why there's uination. 
Re. How! where! 


Hoage. Why, with Miſs Lucinda, her aunt bas catch'd 
ſhe and the gentleman above ftairs, and overheard all 
their love diſcourſe. 

Ro/. You don't ſay ſo! 

Hodge. Ecod, I had like to have pop'd in among them 
this inſtant; but, by good luck, I heard Mrs, Debora b's 

; + voice, 
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Deb crab's voice, and ran down again as faſt as ever my 
legs could carry me, 7 
Ro/. Is your maſter in the houſe ? 
Hodge. What his worſhip ? No, no, he is gone into 
the fields to talk with the reapers and people. 
R Poor L. ciada; I wiſh I could go up to her, but 
I am ſo engaged with my own affair | 
Hodge. Mrs. Rofſetta. 


ft 


Rof. Well. 

Hodge. Oddſbobs! I muſt have one ſmack of ycur 
ſweet lips, = 

Re Oh! ſtand off; you know [1 never allow liberties; 

Hedge. Nay, but why fo coy ? There's reaſon in roalt- . 
ing of eggs ; | would not deny you ſuch a thing. 

Roſ. That's kind: ha, ha, ha !— But what will become 
of Lucinda ? Sir William, waits for me, I muſt be gone, 
— Friendſhip, a moment by your leave; yet, as our 
ſufferings have been mutual, fo ſhall our joys; 1 already 
tole the remembrance of all former pains and anx'etict.. 


A I R XXXIV, 
The traveller benighted, | 
Ant led through wweary'd ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the daww” ſurveys. 
The riſing proſpecbi viewing, 
Each look is forward cat; 
He jmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thi: k of what i: pat. 
Hodge, Mrs. Deborah Weodcock, Lucinda. 
Hedge Hill! ay; don't I hear a noiſe? 
Luc. [within] Well, but dear, dear aun. 
Mrs. Deb. [within] You need not fpeak to me, for it 
does not ſignify, a 
Hodge. Adwawns! they are coming here: ecod, Vil 
get out of the way -Murrain take it, tnis door is bolted 
now $9.10; | — 


Mrs D 6. Get along, get along: [driving in Lucit da 
b fore her] you are a ſcandal to the name of Wadcock; 
but I was reſolved to find q ou out, for I have ſi ſpected 
you a great while, tho" your father, filly man, wil: have 
you ſuch a poor innocent, 


Luc. 
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Luc. What ſhall I do? 

Meri. Deb. 1 was determined to diſcover what you and 
your pretended muſic maſter were about, and lay in wait 
on purpoſe ; ] believe he thought to eſcape me, by ſlip- 
ping into the cloſet when 1 knocked at the door; but [ 
was cven with him, for now 1 have him ur der lock and 
key, and, pleaſe the Fates, there he ſhall remain till your 
father comes in: I will convince him of his error, whe- 
ther he wi.l or not. 

Luc. You won't be ſo cut], I am fore you won't: 1 
3 I had made you my friend by tehing you the 

uth. 

urs. Dab. Telling me the truth, quot ha! Did | not 
overhcar your ſcheme of running away to right through. 
ihe partition? Did not I find the very bundles pack'd 
Up in che room with you ready fer going oft ? No, bra- 
zen face, 1 found out the truth by my own ſagacity, 
though your fathe; fays I am a foo}, but now we'll te 
judged who is the greateſt.— And you Mr. Ra/cal, my 
brother ſhall know, what an honeſt ſervant he bas got. . * 

Hodge. Madam ! 2 ; 

Mr, Deb. You were to have been aiding and aſſiſting 


them ia their eſcape, and have been the ge between, i 
ſeems, the letter- carrier! 


Hodge. Who? Me? Madam! 

Mrs Deb. Ves, you, firiah ! 

Hedge. Miſs Lncinda, did | ever carry a letter for you ? 
I'll make my affidavy before his worſhip 

Mrs. Deb. Go, go, you are a villain, bold your tongue 

Luc. Ion, aunt, I have been very faulty in this affair; 
] don't pictend to excuſe myſelf; but we are all ſubj.& 
to frailucs ; conſider that, and judge of me by yourlclt ; 
you were once young, and inexperienced as I am. 


AIR XXXV. 
Fever a fond inclination | 
Ko/e in your boſom to rob you of reſt, 
Reed with a little compaſſion, 
05 the ſoft pangs _—— din my breall © 
Oh, where, where would you fly me 
Can you deny me thus torn and d'(iref! ? 
Think, when my lower was by me, 
Wou'd I, hew cou'd I rifuſe his requeſt ? 05 
; 0 | Kreelirg 


\ 


Knee ng before you, let me implore you, 
Lnoking on me fighikg, cryin ', dying; 
Ah ! is there no language can move ? 
If I hawe been tos complying. 


Hard was the conſtict t wint duty and love. 


Mrs. Deb This is mighty pretty romantic ſtuff ! But 
you learn it out of ybur play books and novels. Girls in 
my time had other employments, we work'd at our 
needles, and kept ourſelves from idle thoughts; before I 
was your age, I hal finiſhed with my own fingers, a com- 
Plete ſet of chairs, and a fire- ſcreen in tent-ſticch ; four 
counterpanes in Marſeilles quilting 3 and the creed and 
the commandments, in the hai of our family ; it was 
fram'd and plaz'd, and hung ove! the parlour chimney - 
piece, and your poor dear grandfather was prouder of it 

than of Cer a picture in his houſe. I never looked into a 
book but when I ſaid my prayers, except it was the Come 
fete Houſexvife, or the great family receipt book; where- 
28 you are always at your ſtudies! Ah, I never knew 8 
woman come to good that was fond of reading. 

Luc, Well, pray, Madam. let me [prevail on you to 
give me the key to let Mr. £/tace out, and I promiſe [ 
never will proceed a ſtep farther in this buſineſs without 
your advice and approbation. 

Mrs. Deb. Have not I told you alteady my reſolution ? 
——— Where are my c'ops and my bonnet? I' go to my 
brother in the fields; Pm a fool, you know child ; now 
let's ſee what the wits will think of chemſelves— Don't 
hold me 

Luc. I'm not going I have thought of a way to be 
even with you, ſo you may do as vou pleaſe. 

Hodge. Well, | thought it wou'd come to this, I'll be 
ſhot if 1 did*nt—So here's a fine job—But what can they 
do to me? They can't ſend me to Jail for carrying a let- 
ter, ſeeing there was no t'eaſon in it; and bow vas I 
obligated to know my maſter did not allow of their 
meetings; the worſt they can do, is io turn me off, and 
I 2m ſure the place is no ſuch great purchaſe ; indeed, I 

ould be forry to leave Mis Nita, ſeeing as how 
matters are ſo near being brought to an end betwixt us; 
but ſhe and I may keep company all as one; and I finds 
Madge has becn ſpeaking with Gafer Broadwheel;, the 


waggoner, 
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wagzoner, about her carriage up to London; ſo that I 
bave got rid of ſhe, and 1 am ſure | have reaſon to be 


main g'ad of it, for ſhe led me a weariſome life—But 


that's the way of them all, k 
AIR XXXVI, 
A plague of thiſe wenches they make ſuch a fother, 


When once they have lit n a man bave his will, 
They're clways a-whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage; 
What tho'f be ſpeaks th m neer ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teaming, teaxing on : 
You cannot p rſuad: em, 
"Till promiſe yon ve made em: 
And after they've got it, 
T bey'll tell you--- add rot it 4 
Their charadters blaſied, they're ruin d, undone: 
And then to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one cure, Sir, 
And all t'e diſi our ſe is of marriage. 
SCENE, A Greenhouse. Enter Young Meadows. 
Y. Mead. I am glad I had the p ecaution to bring this 


| ſuit of clo:th+ in my bundle, m_ I hardly know my» 


ſelf in them again, they appear ſo ſtrange, and ſet fo 


unwieldiy. However, my gardener's jacket goes on no 


more.— I wonder this girl does nct come [| hooking at his 
wach] perhaps ſhe won't come—— Why then I'll go 
into the village, take a poſt chaiſe, and depart without 
any farther ceremony. | 
AIR XXXVII. 
Hew much "uperi r beauty awr', 
The colarft bi ſom: find: 
But with refiſtleſi force it drans, 
To Jen/t and /wweetneſ” join'd: 
The caſk t, where to outward ſhow, 
The work:1an's art is ſeen, 
I. doubly walu'd, wien we know 
It bold a gem within. | 
Hark ! ſhe comes. 
Enter Sir William Meadows and Hawthorn. | 
T. Mead, Confuſion! my father? What can this 


mean. : 
— Sir 
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Sir Will. Tom, are not you a fad boy, Tom, to bring 
me a hundred and forty miles here—May I never do an 
ill turn, but you deferve to have your head broke; and 
I have a good mind, parily — What, firrah, don't you 
think it worth your while to fpeak to me? 

1 A Mead. Forgive me, Sir; I own I have beenina 
ault. 

Sir Will. In a fault! to run away from me becauſe L 
was going to do you good May I never do an ill turn. 
Maſter Hawthorn, if I did not pick out as fine a girl for 
him, partly, as any in B-g/and; and the raſcal run away 
from me, and came here and turned gardener. And 
pray what did you propoſe to yourſelf, Tom ? I know you 
were always food of Botany, as they call it; did you in- 
tend to keep the trade going, and advertiſe fruit trees ahd 
flowering ſhrubs, to be had at M:adow's Nurlery ? | 

Hawth. No, Sir William, I apprehend the yourg gen- 
tleman deſigned to lay by the profeſſion, for he has 
quitted the habit z lready 

Z. Mad. I am fo aſtoniſhed to ſee you here, Sir, that 
] don't know what to ſay; but I aſſure you, if you had 
not come, I ſhould have returned home to you diceRly, 
Pray, Sir, how did you find me out? 

Sir Wil, No matter, Tom, no matter; it was partly 
by accident, as a body may ſay; but what does that ſig · 
nify—tell me, boy, how ſtands your ſtomach towards ma- 
trim.ony ; do you think you could digeſt a wife now? 

Y. Mead. Pray, Sir, don't mention it: I ſhall always 
behave myſelf as a datiful ſon ought ; I will never marry 

without your conſent, and I hope you won't force me to 
do it againſt my on. 

Sir Will, Is not this mighty provoking, Maſter Her 
tharn ? Why, firrah, did you ever ſee the lady I deſigned 
for you ? x 

T. Mead. Sir, I don't doubt the lady's erit; but at 
preſent, I am not diſpoſed 

Hawth, Nay, but yourg gentleman, fair and ſoftly, 
you ſhould pay ſome reſpe& to your father in this mat:er, 

Sir Mid. Reſped, Miſter Hawthorn! I tell you he 
ſhall marry her, or III difinherit him! There's once. 
Loch you, Tom, not to make any more words of the 
matter 1 have brought the 3 with me, and il 


te 


ä 
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ſee you contracted before we part; or you ſhall delv2 
. and plant cucumbers as long as you live, 


T. Mead. Have you brought the lady here, Sii? lam 
forry for it. | 

Sir Will. Why ſorry * What then you wen't marry 
her? We'll ſee that! Pray, Maſler Hawthirn, condutt 
the fair one in.— Ay, Sir, you may fret, and dance 
about, trot at the rate of fifteen mites an hour, if you 
pleafe, but marry whip me, 1 am reſolved. 


Sir William Meadows, Hawthorn, Nouns Meadows, 
Roſſetta. 

Hawth. Flere is the lady, Sir William. 

Nr Will. Come in, madam ; but turn your face from 
him—he would not marry you becauſe he had not ſeen 
you : but I} let him know my choice ſhall be his, and 
he hill conſent to marry you before he ſees you, or not 
an ac. of cate. Pray, Sir, walk this way. 

Y. Mead. Sr, I cannot help thinking your conduct a 
] xrte extraordinary; but, fince you urge me ſo cloſely, 


1 muſt teli you my affeRions are engaged, 


$i» Will, How, Tom, how! 

7. Meas. I was deter mined, Sir, to have got the h-t. 
ter of my inclination, and never have done a thing Which 
1 knew would be diſagreeable to you, 

$i» Will. And pray, Sir, who are your affections en- 
paged. to ? Jet me know that. 

F. Meal. To a perſon, Sir, whoſe rank and fortune 


u be no recommendations to her; but who'e charms 


and accompliſhments entitle her to a monarch, I am 
forry, Sir, its impoſſivle for me to comoly with your 
commands, and 1 hope you will not be offended if 1 quit 
your preſ-nce. 

Sx ill. Not I, not J in the leaſt; go about your 
buſigeſs. 

T. M. d. Sir, I obey. 


AIR XXXVIII. 


Ref. When ave ſie a lover lang uiſo, 
And his truth and haneur ro ve, 
Ab ! bow favert to heal hi anguiſh, 
And repay lim love for love. 


\ 
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ya Will. Well, Tom, will you go away from mg 
now | 

Hawith Perhaps, Sir Vi iam, your ſon does not like 
the lady, and if ſo, pray don't pat a force upon his in- 
cli nation. ü 
T. Mead, You need not have taken this method. Sir, 
to let me ſee you were acquainted with my folly, what- 
ever mv inclinations are. : 

Sir Will. Well, but Tom, ſuppoſe I give my conſeat 
to vour marrying this young woman? 

F. Mead. Your conſent, Sir! 
 Rof. Come, Sir William, we have carried the je ſt far 
erough, | ſee your ſonis in a kind of embarraſſuent, 
and 1 don't wonder at it: but this letter which I Teceived 
from him a few dais before I left my father's houſe, 
will, lapprehend, expound the riddle. He cannot be 
ſurpriſed that I ran away from a gentleman whoexprefie1 
fo much diſlike to me; and what has happened ſince 
chance bas brought us together in maſquerade, there is 
no occrafion for me to info m him of. 

Y. Mead, What is all this ? Pray don't make game cf 


Sir Will. May I never do an ill turn, Tea, if it is 
not truth; this is my friend's daughter. 

Y. Meaa. Sir! 

Ro/. Even ſo; tis very true indeed. In ſhort, you 
have not been a more whimſical gentleman than I have 
a gentlewoman; but you ſee we are deſigned for one 
another *tis plain, 

T. Mead. I know not, madam, what I either hear or 
ſee ; a thouſand things are crowding on my imagination; 
whilſt, like one juſt awakened from a dream, I doubt 
which is reality, which is deluſion. 

Sir Will, Well then, Tom, come into the air a- bit, 
and recover yourſelf, : 


Y. Mead. Nay, dear Sir, have a little patience; do 
you give her to me? | 

Sir Will. Give her to you! ay, that I do, and my 
bleſſing into the bargain. 

T. Mead. Then, Sir, I am the happieſt man in the 
world; I enquire no farther ; here 1 fx the utmoſt limits 
of my bopes and happineſs. 
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KNEE AIR XXXIX. 
Y. Mead. 4% I wihh in ber obtaining, 
| Fortune can no more impart ; 
Roſ. Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
Speak the feelings of my heart. - 
Y. Mead. Fo; and pleaſure never ceafing, 
Roſ Love with length of years inc eafing. 
Together, Thus my h art and hand ſur: ender, 
Her e my faith and truth I plight, 
Conant fill. and kind, and tender, 
May our flames burn ever bright. 


Hase, Give you joy, Sir; and you fair lady: And, 
under favour, I'II ſalute you too, if there's no fear of 
Jealouſy, 

7. Mead. And may I believe this? - Pt'thee tell me, 
dear Refferta. | 

Ref. Step into the houſe and I' tell you every thing. 
I motit intreat the good offices of Sir Miilian and Mr. 
Haul born, immediately, for I am in the utmoſt uneaſi- 
neſs about my poor friend Lucinda. | 
Hab. Why, what's the matter? PW 

Ro/. I don't know, but I have reaſon to fear, I leſt her 
Joſt now in very diſagreeable circumſtances ; however 1 


hope, if there's any miſchief ſallen out between her fa- 
ther and her lover 


Halb. The mufic-matter! I thought fo. = 
Sir Will. What, is there a lover in the caſe ? May I 
never do an ill turn, but I am glad, fo lam; for we'll 
make a double wedding; and, by way of cel-brating 
it take a trip to London, to ſhew the brides ſome of the 
leaſures of the town. And, Ma ſter Hauthern, you ſhall 
be of the party. Come, children, go before us. 
Habib. Thank yoo, Sir William; I'l) go into the houſe 
with you, end to church to ſee the young ſolks married; 
but as to London, I beg to be excuſed, 


A.I-R X. 


1f ever Im catch'd in th ſe regio”s of /mcke, 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſy, | 

Alay 1 n&er know the ſweets Fa fl im ber unbroke, 
Nor the pleaſure: the country enjoys, 


* 
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Nay more, let them take me, to punith my fin, 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, | 
Clap me up with their mon lers, cry, Maſter, wralk ing 
And ſhew me for two pence a-pi ece. 


SCENE, Faftice Woodcock's Hall. Enter Tuftict 
Woodcock, Mrs. Deborah Woodcock, Lucinda, 
Euſtace, Hodge. 


Mr.. Deb. Why, brother, do you think I can hear» 
or ſee, and make uſe of my ſenſes? I tell you 1 left that 
fellow locked up in her cloſet; and, while I have been 
with you, they have broke open the door, and got him 
out again. | 
J. Woeode, Well, you hear what they fay. 

. Mrs. D.6. I care not what they ſay ; it's you encou- 
+ rage them in their impudence—Haik'e, huſſey, will you 
face me down that I did not lock that fellow up? 
Tuc. Really, aunt, I don't know what you mean; 
when yay talk intelligibly, I'll anſwer you "Y 
Eu. Seriouſly, Madam, this is carrying the jeR a lit- 
tle 100 far. q | 
Mr: Deb. What then, did not catch you together 
- in her chamber, nor over-hear your deſign of going off 
Fey to night, nor find the bundles packed up. 
Euſ. Ha, ha, ha. 
Luc. Why aunt you rave, | | 
Mrs. Deb. Brother, as I am a Chriſtian woman, the 
con feſſed the whole affair to me f om firſt to laſt; and in 
thi> very place was down upon ber marrow-bones for half 
an hour together to beg I would conceal it from you. 
Hodge, Oh Lord ! Oh Lord! c 


Mg. Deb. What, firrah, would you brazen me too ! 
Take that. [| Boxes him.] 


- Hodge, I wiſh you would keep your hands to your- 
ſel! ; you ſtrike me, becauſe you have been telling his 


worſhip flories. 

J. Woode. Why, ſiſter, you are tipſey ! 

Mrs. Deb | tipſey, brother II that never touch a 
drop of any thing ſtrong from year's end to year's end: 
but now and then a little anniſced water, when I have 
got the cholie. 


Exe. Well, aunt, you have betn complaining of the 


Romache 
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fomach-ach all day z and may have taken too powerful 

a doſe of your cordial. 

J. Wocde, Come, come, I ſee well enough how it is; 

this is a lie of her own invention, to make herſelf ap- 

pear wiſe; but, you ſimpleton, did not y ou know 1 muſt 
find you out ? 
* Enter Sir William Meadows, Hawthorn, Roſſetta, and 
* Joie Young Meadows. 
. Mead. Bleſs me, Sir ! look who is yonder. 
OED Cockſbones, act, honeſt Jack, are you 
e | 
Er/. Plague on't, this rencoanter is unlucxky— Sit 
William, your ſereant. 1 f 
Szr eil. Your ſervant again, and again, heartily 
your ſervant ; may 1 never do an ill turn, but I am 
to meet ys. — 
F. Warde, Pray, Sir William, a e you acqueinted 
wi h this perſon? x 63 
S Hill. What, with Jack Exflace! why, he's my 
kinſman ; his mother and I was couſin germans onee ro- 
mored, and Facts n very worthy young fellow; may [ 
never do an ill turn if I tell you a word of a lie. 

J. Word: Well, bat Sir Vill iam, let me tell you, you 
know nothing of the matter; this man is a mufic-maſter ; 
a thrumamer of wi e, and a ſcraper of cat-gut, and teaches 
my danghter to ſing. 

Ser Will, What Jack Exflace a muſic-maſter! no, no, 
4 gnow him better. 1 2 

Euf. 'Sdeath, why ſh- old I atttempt to carry on this 
abſurd farce any- % Ps What that gentleman tells 
you is very true, Sir ; am no uſi c-maſter indeed. 
"5 Woode. You are not, you n it then ? e 
E. Nay, more Sir, I am as this lady has repre- 
ſented me {pointing 40. Mrs. Deborah}, your davghter's . 
lover; whom, wich her own conſent, I did intend to 
have carried off this night; but now that Sir William 

Meadoxvs is here, 10 tell you who, and whet lam; 

I throw myſelf upon your generoſity, from which I ex- 

pe& greater advantages than I could reap from any im- 
| Poſition on your unſuſpicious nature. ” eB 
MM,, Db, Well brother, wha: have you to ſay for 

; | * yourſelf 


- 
* 
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your elf now ? You have made a precious day's work of 
it! Had my advice been taken; On I am aſham'd of 
you, but you are a weak man, and it can't be help'd ; 
however, ycu ſhould let wiſer heads direct you. 

Luc. Dear papa pardon me. 

Sir Will. Ay, do, Sir, forgive her; my couſin Jak 
will make her a good huſband, I'll anſiver for it. 

Rof. Stand out of the way, and let me ſpeak two or 
three words to his worſhip. — Come, my dear Sir, tho' 
you refuſe all the world, I am ſure you can deny me no- 
thing; love is a venial {ault,—You know what I mea 
Be reconcil'd to your daughter, I corjure yon, oy the 
memory of our paſt aſt:Qtions. What, not a word! 


AIR LXI. 


o, naughty man, 1 can't abide you 3 
Aare then your wor ſo ſoon forgot ? 
Ah! now I fee if bad try'd you, 
. What would hav been my hopeful lot, 


Bu hire I charge yon Make them happy; 
B.. ſi the fond air, and crown their * 
Come be a grod na ur d papiy, 
And II reward you with a kf 


Mrs." D.. Come, turn out ef the houſe, and be thank- 
= ful my brother does hot hang you, for he could das it; 
he's a juſtice of peace: turn out of the houſe, I ſay ; —-* ; 
J. Mode. Who gave you authority to turn h. m out of 
the hovie—be ſhall tay where he is. 
Mrs. Deb. He ſhan't marry my aicce. | | 
\ J. Noode. Shan't he? but Pil ſhew you the difference 
now, I fay, he ſhall marry her, and what will you do a- 
bout it? 
Mri. Deb. And you will give him yoor.eltar too, will 
ou ? : 
i « HYoagdc., Yes, I will. 74 2 
Mrs. Deb. Why I am ſure he's a 8 
F. Voodc. I like him the better, I would have him a 
vagabond. | 
Mrs. Deb. Brother, brother! 
4 Hawth, Come, come, Madam, all's very well, and 1 
ſee my neighhour is what I always (cough! kim, a man 
ol ſeule and prudence. | 


Sir 
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1 Fir Will, May Lever do an ill turn, but I fay ſo too. 
| J. Worde., Here, young lellow, take my, daughter, 

. and bleis you both together; but hark you, no money 
till Tdiez obſerve that. | 3 #71 
Ee. Sir, in giving me your daughter, you beſtow up- 

| on me more than the who'e world would be without her. 

- — Ref. Dear Lucinda, if words could convey the tranſ- 

1 ports of my beart upon this oceaſ ion - 

Tuc. Words are the tools of hypocrites, the pretenders 
to Hiendſhip; ouly let us reſolve to preſerve odr eſteem 
4or each other. 5 

L. Mead. Dear Jack, I little t! ought we ſhould ever 
meet in ſuch odd citcumſtences— but here has been the 
ſlrangeſt buſineſ between this lady and me 
Hedge. What then, Mis. Ryſſerra, are you turned 
falſe-hearted aſter all; will you marry Thomas the Zar: 
d ner; and did 1 forſake Madge for this? k 
RV. O lerd! Hooge, I beg your pardon ! I proteſt 1 
forgot? but l moſt regtnclle you and Madge, | think, 
and give 3ou a wedding@inner to make you amends. 
* Hodge. Nah... | 
IF Hamth. Adds me, Sir, here are ſome of ycur neigh. 


* 


bours come to viſit vou, and, I ſoppoſe, to make up the 
company of your ſtatute ball; yorder's muſic too, I ſee; 
mal we enjoy ourſelves? If lo, give me your hand, 

q J. Wade: Why, here's my hand, and we will enjoy 1 
” .-_ * ourſelves; Heaven bleſy you both, child. en, 1 fay— 
'N : Siſter Deborah, you ate a fool. 
&- 
* 


. Deb, You are a fool, brother ; and mark my 
Word- But I'll give myſelf no mare trouble about you. . 


5, 5. Fidlers, firike 8. 
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Hence, with carer, complaints, and fi cwning, 
= Welcome jollity and jay; | | 
' Ev'ry grief in pleaſure yrowning. | 
_ Mirth this happy night employ : Wo 
Tes to friendſhip do our duty, | 8 
.” Laugh and fing ſome gosd old ſirain; 1 
Dei a health to love and beanty— W | 
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